CHAPTER    2
ISLAND  LAMENT
may 1938. I wandered about London champing with impatience
to be back in Central Europe, where the moving finger was writing
another act of the tragedy of faith betrayed along the banks of the
Danube, railing savagely in my heart at Englaiid for this smug self-
complacency, that nothing but high explosive seemingly can dis-
turb, on the eve of disaster.
Insanity Fair. It was apt, that title that I hit on one sunny day
at Montreux two years before. A colleague, one Shakespeare, had
the same idea a few hundred years earlier — a mad world, my
masters. Somebody else, soon after the War Called Great, put
the same idea into American — this cockeyed world.
May 1938, in London. A mad and merry month, my masters.
The buds were fighting their springtime battle agaiijst the coal-
dust-laden air. Everywhere the road-builder was at work; no
avenues were being left unturned. Mr. Victor Gollancz had an-
nounced a Christian Book Club. As I wandered, seething, along
the Edgware Road, a bareheaded woman with lilac hair and a
long cigarette holder in her mouth passed in front of me, and by
1940 I expect they will be shaving their heads bald and painting
them green with pink spots and chewing betel nut, and very
decorative that ought to be, and very good for white prestige, and
as long as we can keep it up the black man ought to be proud to
carry the white man's burden.
At the Oval or Lord's or somewhere somebody had made hun-
dreds or thousands of runs, I don't know which; he had been at
the wiaket for days and days, good old Thingummybob, and this
put everybody in good humour, so that clerks and shop assistants
and stockbrokers smoked their pipes with greater relish in the
homeward train to Wimbledon and Brixton and Harrow and felt
their hearts warm within them as they hosed the
old Thingummybob. We shall win the Ashes.
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